She Creates Her Own Harness 


His world is his needle 
Everything that he is 

exists in his small pen 

that pierces through her flesh 


She can’t see how he got in 

She can’t find her way out 

She is captured, then tied down 

forced against her will ... out of her mind. 


Once he is in, he is in. 

Her world shrinks to nothing 

She hides her agony well 

He has her hunger and her thirst. 


Her’s is a cry of desperation 
A hope for her chance 

He pumps into her 

oblivious of her pain. 


When it has become inevitable 

he tires. Rest will soon be at hand. 
He is blinded by his banner 

She, well hidden by her shame. 


Then she wakes, then she shakes. 
her dream has left her wet. 

She creates her own harness. 

A fantasy to escape her lonely life. 


